ODE READ AT CONCORD             71

By who doth right, and who refrains^
Hers are our losses and our gains;
Our maker and our victim she.

IX.

Maiden half mortal, half divine.

We triumphed in thy coming; to the brinks

Our hearts were filled with pride's tumultuous

wine;

Better to-day who rather feels than thinks.
Yet will some graver thoughts intrude,
And cares of sterner mood ;
They won thee : who shall keep thee ?    From the

deeps

Where discrowned empires o'er their ruins brood,
And many a thwarted hope wrings its weak hands

and weeps,

I hear the voice as of a mighty wind
From all heaven's caverns rushing unconfmed,
" I, Freedom, dwell with Knowledge : I abide
With men whom dust of faction cannot blind
To the slow tracings of the Eternal Mind ;
With men by culture trained and fortified,
Who bitter duty to sweet lusts prefer,
Fearless to counsel and obey.
Conscience my sceptre is, and law my sword,
Not to be drawn in passion or in play,
But terrible to punish and deter;
Implacable as God's word,
Like it, a shepherd's crook to them that blindly

err,
Four firm-pulsed sires, my martyrs and my saints*